1827 J                     FIRST  ATTEMPTS   AT   POETRY.                         II
" According to the best of my recollection, when I was about eight years old, I covered two sides of a slate with Thomsonian blank verse in praise of flowers for my brother Charles, who was a year older than I was, Thomson then being the only poet I knew. Before I could read, I was in the habit on a stormy day of spreading my arms to the wind, and crying out ' I hear a voice that's speaking in the wind,' and the words ' far, far away' had always a strange charm for me. About ten or eleven Pope's Homer' <r Iliad became a favourite of mine and I wrote hundreds and hundreds of lines in the regular Popeian metre, nay even could improvise them, so could my two elder brothers, for my father was a poet and could write regular metre very skilfully." [I give one example:
Can I forget thee ?    In the festive hall, Where wit and beauty reign and minstrelsy, My heart still fondly shall recur to thee, Thine image still recall. Can I forget thee ?    In the gloomy hour, When wave on wave tempestuous passions roll, Thou, loved ideal, still shalt soothe my soul, And health and peace restore. Farewell, my choicest blessings round thee wait, And kindred angels guard thine angel form, Guide and protect thee in life's rudest storm, And every blast of fate *! ]
1 These lines are copied from my grandfather's scrapbook, a book which with others in his library he bound in leather with his own hands. His sister Mrs Matthew Russell also dabbled in poetry, and Dr Tennyson writes to her about some of her compositions in 1825: "You do wrong to confess you are long in making verses, for no one would conceive it from the peculiar ease of the metre. You are not however singular: Gray hammered at his verses with great difficulty, and yet they have immortalized his name. /Eschylus, the great Greek tragedian, with great difficulty once composed three verses in three days: a poetaster came to /Eschylus, and boasted that he had composed three thousand in the same time. 4Your three thousand verses,' said /Eschylus, < will last only for three days, whereas my three verses will last forever.' Your soliloquy is very beautiful, and so beautiful that I have transcribed it amongst my choice selections."